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might

ho fast nearing the
*‘three-score-years-and-ten "
ristmas-tide when children

of goodly cheer. Oh! when does mem-
ory tinge with rosler hues the distant
or echo from the by gone years
ter w) rings with sweeter
hen it recalls for us
days, when Christmas-
wpent in thoso ancestral

musle, than wi
those childhood
tdo was

., wh

never mets out to us charity so sweet
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wont 1o clouk our childish faults, or

ight the coming of this
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old darkey, Uncle Isase” always
#0 they cluste:
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at them as he said it,
“Git away, young marsters and mis-
tises, I ain't gwine to tell you: you jes
it's gwine ter be de fines’ thing
seen.”
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stood and gleddened

as she bestowed eac
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“Uncle Isane:”
wero gone the ‘g
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beautiful head, and s

a Fairio as though s
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Henry Harris took
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with it he popped the q

ty Martha Jeflerson
of the ‘goode Fairie
Shackleford, -little
called, looked upon

Iady as his own espd

his anger or jealous|
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enough and had sec
the ways of older f
ar as he knew how,
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fown everywhere,
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291 try, and this time it was Mil

and | and had not been heard

and here we draw the curtain; suffice
it to say they were betrothed. Then

it was determined that when the next|and

Christmas rolled around they should
make a long holiday of it and have a
wedding-feast; and so the -next year
all that were left of the wide circle,
for spme,both gld and young, had
gathered again ut old +Shack-
and had the round of
tmas merriment; and on the sixth
day of January was spread the -mar-
ringe feast,” and granipa and grand-
ma, both grown now 10 & ripe old age,
werp there, and none could lift the
veil and see that this would be their
last Christmas-tide on earth, and well
they could not, for it wus a gladsome
me, und their old hearts were merry
as +'a marriage bell.” The solemn
words of the church were said, the
knot was tied, and these young people
started on the road o'er which the old
ones had travelled so long and so hap-
pily together. During the evening
“ole Uncle Isaac,” whom *Gord did
spare,” slipped up to_young *‘Marse
William," s he called him, while &
laugh spread over his wrinkled coun-
tenance, and said, +Here, tek' dis; dis
do collar you to' off Marse Henry's coat
dat night, when you was boys an'
fought dat fight.. | tole yo' ‘ole Mam-
'y night dat if Gord spared
ne 1o save itan' gif ter
youde day you was married,
0" wife how you would tight for
* nothin’ buta
tching his chin in his
ho looked in an amused way at
Willium for o second, and said, +An’
“fore Gord! ef you ain done marry dat
very little gal you was fightin’ "bout
den,” and W !
dilapidat
and showed his grati
fuithful old darkey's aff
by giving him a warm grip of the hand,
and, looking toward
Well, Uncle Jsane, don't you think
she was worth _fighting for? Look at
her again.”  Uncle lwac, still grasp-
ing his +young " hand,
glancod towards bride and
said, she is dat;

to old ‘Shackleford Hall," and fair-
haired duughters and brave-browed
sons of theirs grew up around the
same old hearth-stone, and as Christ-
mas rolled around once more, as it
will always do in the ever circling
years, William and Martha concluded
that they would bring back the happy
lang-ago, so they asked all of their
neighbors and the neighbors’ childre
among whom was Henry Harris, who
had married long ago, and had his |
tle folks to bring, and they had ap-
other ‘great big party,’ and another
“Goodie Fairie,” with her basket again,
the most beautiful girl of all the
red €
ter, the daughter of the pretty M
dred Jefferson, who had played the
part before, and they had the big sup-
per in the same old_ dinin,

when the little folks were all through

sai t
“Goodie Fairie! party wehad at *Shack-
leford Hall,' long years ago, wound up
in an awful fight, now this one is go-
ing to wind up in the story of that aw-
ful fight,” and he told his children and
the children of all the other children
who were there in that long ago, of
how he and Heory came to blows, and
when he drew out that collar, how the

iam and Henry here who would
such bad

aghed s ho tuck- |
1 |

¥ Furged it through through
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mother sat, to sing her poor boy to

coast below; northward lay the fow
homes of the few Pilgrims who were
Mrs. Oleott's neighbors.
Captain Oleott's ship bad sailed from
Boston for England, in the year 1632,
from.

The little band of Pilgrims had ceas-
ed 0 look for news from the captain or
his ship.

Mrs. Olgott kept up & brave heart
and a cheerful face for the sake of her
four children, Robert, Rupert, Lucy,
poor, crippled little Roger; but
this November afternoon anxiety filled
herheart. Day by day her little store
of provisions had lessened under the
stress of hunger until even the corn-
‘meal had vanished, and it became nec-
essary to send corn 1o be ground at the
only mill in all that region, Early in
the day, Robert and Kuper with their
sister Lucy had been sent to the mill-
er's, for it was well understood that
each comer must await his turn at the
mill.  This grinding in those carly
days was slow work, and much of the
day had passed before Mrs. Olcott ox-
pectod them to,return,

But when the sky grew dark and the
snow began to fall, the loving mother
grow anxious. She drew tho great
arm chair, in the cushioned depths of
which poor, pale-faced little Roger lay
curled, far into the fireplace; and then,
when anxiety grow to fear, she threw
the hooded red cloak that all the Puri-
tan matrons wore, and hurrled over the
hill as fust as the drifting snow would
permit, 10 the house of her nearest
neighbor, Mastor John Hawley.

As she drew the lateh and walked in
with impetuous haste, up sprung John
Hawley and stalked to the corner,
ever ready stood his trusty

sket.
“Indians, Rachel?" shricked Mrs.
Hawley, springing to drop the curtain
that hung above the one window of the
r00

n
Put up your musket, fricnd
gasped Mrs.Olcott. ~It's my boys who,
are in dan hey went to the mill
with grist y is with them. Oh
pleaded.
and toughs th
. and b home by
ley. the
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1l step over after sup-

0 home and d worry."

‘0 him, nothing less than India
seemed worth & moment's uncasis
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at the door,
d cloak as its wear
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wifo was
watching

s snow.
s L0 100k ax

. Hawley,

A woman has no b
sho  does, laimed 3
closing the door,

+:She)s had troublo enough in Ply-
mouth, goodness knows! - her husband
lost, and that erippled child to caro for
night und day, thoss boyy to bring up,
and hardly enough money to keep soul
and body together.  And there sho goos
this minute with a face like a sweet
brier rose;" and Jobn Hawley demand-
ed his supper at once.

He had it, his wife looking ns stern
as any Puritan of them all, as he put on
his great coat and went out saying

1t those youngsters have come
home, I'll be rignt back

Buthe was not right back.” Mid-
night came down on all the Atlantic
coast, and he had not returned.

e young Olcotts was

d set back to

await their coming.  The blazing logs
filled the lon n with light
There was no need of a candle, ns the

. THE DISCOVERY.

sleep. But Roger could not sleep.
me something moreabout Eng-
land, mother.” he pleaded, again and
again. It keeps me from thinking of
Lucy and the boye, when you talk.”
The firelight illumined the white
ace and made the blue eyes of the boy
more pitiful than ever in their plain-
tive asking that night.
The mother’s thoughts and her heart
ent out in the snowdrifts searching
with her neighbors for her bright. rosy
but her words and ber hacds

neg- | darlings,
were ministering to this child. bereft of

; | and try 10 go 10 sleep.
‘about.

almost eve 1o the out-
side world of work and endeavor.
“Well, thes, Roger, shut your eyes
hile 1 tell you
Christmas—the way
used 10 keep it—belore mamma was
know.™

you know.
Then she told the boy of old-time cus-
toms i ber native laod; of her father's
house, and the great rejoicings that came
at Christmas time, and lastly, with a
Tages fesling of rogret, she cama to

of that was'
"m_ bough that was’
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the
great green
and
bea

n Puritan, Moth-
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my boy,” she said,
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and as warm as
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THE RETURN.
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10 thinking so much of the
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 punished for itas long
b hal Christmas-
ook her boys, Robet
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dtold thom what she was

xeluimed Robert, the
he to you to
drive us Into the wild

1ose our home and every-

ur mother has
ness once, and she
We shull have the
1 am going up to
L if the day is fi
Hack some nice little trin-
oger. May be
one s expected
row, clad in the scarlet
[ott sét forth for Boston.
there sinee the day
the ship sail, wit
he ship that never
But thut was

has
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[bome from ¥
fen s hurt and maimed
ifo was spoiled.

he astonishment in Ply-
it was learned that the
had gone to Boston. Why
She had no
here 10 ko and se

o the hill that sa
piry and found out very

Mrs. Alcott was well rid
. she called ber boys and
10 the pine woods and get
pdsomest young hemlock

with well-boughed branches on it, and
put it where you car der the
woodrshed affer durk.” she added

The boys went to Pine Hill, and there

it the finest youn,
d said, < We will tak
ith their hatchets

tree on
his

ght when all was dark.
er was quietly sleeping
they dragged the
1t was 100 tal}
out again and cut off two
at the base. Thec they
and the curtains being
window: o4 blankets
over the curtains 1 pre-
poking in, and the door be-
prred 10 prevent anyooe
by all went to bed.

-
fly. She wentoutand it
jeazew (rom the ash-cov-
She fastened upon the

her boys and girl. Thec
hany as twenty pleces of
them ~upos  the

fler that she softly calied
acd told them

nd
st- |

mother?, whisy

+What w'll they do'to us for having
the tree? I wish we hadn't it,” regret.
ted Rupért; while Lucy clung to her
mother's gown and shrieked with all
her strength, +It's Indians!

Pale and white and still, ready to
meet her fate, stood Mrs. Olcott, until,
out of the knocking and the tapping at
her door, her heart caught a sound. It
was a voice calling, ‘Rachel! Rachel!
Rachel!™
~Unbar the door!” she cried back
her boys; “It's your father calling!"
Down came the blankets, up went the
curtain; open flew the door, and in walk-
ed Captain Olcott, followed by every
man and woman in Plymouth who had
heard at break of day the glorious
news that the expected ship had arrived
Boston, and with it the long lost
Captain Olcott.
ing was thought of except the joyour
welcoming of the captain in his own
home.

““What's this?> What is it? What
does this mean?” was asked agaln and
again, when the first excitement was
past, as the tall young pine stood aloft
its candles ablaze, its gifts still hang-
ing.

“It's welcome home 1o father!” sald
Lucy, her only hope to screen her moth.

No, child, no!™ sternly spoke Mrs.
‘ell the truth!™
J‘ “IUs—a—Christmas tree!” faltered
| poor Lucy
One and another, Pilgrims and Puri-
tans all, drew near with faces stern and
forbidding, and gazed and gazed until
nd another and yet another soften-
ou smile as little Roger's
g voice sung out
he made it for me, Mother did
But you may have and ali the
| pretty things thatare on it, too, because
| you brought my father back again; it |
| Mother wil he added. |
| Neither Pilgrim nor Puritan frowned |
. 0 an, the sternest
broke off a littlo twig and sald:
“I'll take it for the sake of the good
old times at hon

| A

pipin

|
|
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THUE CHRISTMAS BUGLE.

Then everyone wanted to take a bit
for the same sweet sake, until the young
pine was bereft of half its branches.
But still it stood. like & hera at its post
with candles burning and gifts hang-
ing, until uil but the little household
had departed: and even then, the last
candle was permitted 1o burn low and
flicker  out
distributed, so
cotts in the prescnce of the one great
giftof that Christmas morn; so cagel
wers they to bo told every bit of the
| story. the wonderful story of their
father's long, long voyage in & poor
| little wtorm-beaten and disabled ship, |
| which at last he had been able to guide |
| safely into port. His return voyage |
had been made In the very ship that |

| time for her Christmas-tree.

somethin,

better, if such a thing were possible, |

tain—renewed life.
the glad surprise, the

Christmas-tree

tho more generous living 1

mend ln many wa,
with bleak
weather.
all the Oleotts by his glad prescuce
with them. Nicholas.

A POEM FOR CHRISTMAS.
beifrys on this da |

16 tempies bright with evergreen

For an instant noth- | |

|l

Christmas evening should, if pos-
sible, finish with music.
the excitement without abruptness,
and sheds a repose over the conclusiof
of enjoyment.
Every nation has
way of celebrating this auspicious da)
Not the least jovial is the
is enjoyed in Merry England.
CHRISTMAS CEREMONIES IN ENGLAND.-
1f some parts of the English Christ-
ceremonies were
Saturnalia, another was evidently of

mas

northern origin.
yule-log, a Chri

in the principal apartments, and the
company guthered around the fire.
What remains to modern times of
| Christmas gambols then commenced:
| and ancient Christian play
| be traced among them.
buff, hunt the slipper, the gume of the
goose, snup-dragon, pushepin, robins.
ete., together with forfeits.
dancing, cte
the younger
In our land, .also, appropriate festivi-
ties will not be wanting; and in man;
@ household this night blind-man’s buf
and other fostive gumes will speed the
evenlng—while the grandsire, seated
| 1 3 > | in his great arm-chair, with his grown
5 | up sons und daughters around him,
| will gaze with delight upom the spark.
ling eyes and merry faces of the young-
| er groups—until the amusements
| the young, and the colloquies of the
old are brought t aclase by the elock,
with its iron tongue and brazen voice
proclalming the hour of retiring. Wi
wre not aware, howev.
s know among our country people of
the yule-log or yule-song, but we can
100k back with pleasure upon many
Christmas festive scene,

ive, ote

largest log

hickory wero selected for the Christ-
mas fire, which, when the ovening

came,

‘Went roaring up the ehimney wide "

| while the lads and lasses were trip-
| ping about with joyous faces, und the
| tale, the dance, and

od doubly sweet by the approving
smiles of delighted parcnts, completed
the general satistaction.
CURISTMAS IN YORKSHIRE.
The festivities in Yorkshire have a

- | decided English napect.
ment of the inner man
ulways prominent in an Englishman's
ment.
this, for where happiness
consists mainly of material things,
what can as well promote it as plenty
of generous viands?

In Yorkshire the work of prepura-

view of e
far wrong

joy
in

.+ for
part of th

and

tion commences

to beg

which is invariably given them, to the
than the home-coming of the hero-cap. | measure of a pint each. Poor old
It may have been| women, called vessel-oup singe:
udden awaking | about from house to house, with a | sac
in the bright presence of a real, live | waxen or wooden doll, fantastically
t may have been the | dressed, and

shock of joy that followed the knooking | un erange
and the shouts at door and window, or | this in their

o

y | Mrs. Olcott had hoped would arrive in | and its sports and festivities continue
| during the first month of the new year.
That morning brought to Roger| The poor of the parish visit all the

better than Chrismas-trees, | neighboring farmers

r ros)
han

t came | invoke blessings upon
isto the little house near Plymouth. | mistresses, and ° little
Certain {t was that Roger began to| houses whero they call.
to grow satisfied | o'clock on Christmas eve, the bells
w England wind and | groet +Old Father Christmas” with a [ , 1
. and to rejoice the bearts of merry peal, the children parade the

streets with drums, trumpets, bells,
| kettles,

sometimes adorned with
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communion of religions wership
to social festivity; to worship solemn,
not gloomy—but of hearts full of grat~

itude and love; to sqclal festivity—
cheerful as bwom::g the day:
, and the

friends be remembe:

5 let

In every heart let there ba
and love; and overall, the bright

blue heaven of hope,
golden sunshine of
ected.

A Gladsome
Christmas 1s the g
memorating the time

radiant with the
happiness.

Festival. '
\d festival com-
he

n
In the besuty of the lilias Christ was born

the
With s glory in His bosom
you and me.

‘When the Man came to|
misslpn upon earth it W
cup of death to fte last §
all mnkind might bd
Him,

By His sufferings
taught the God-like les
of self, even to utter ol

good may come to othefs.

The sublime example

sacred tragedy on Mo
for more than 1800
world with noble men
have cheerfully given I
life had to offer, that

hei
and women might be made holier; feer

and happler.  The lig]
tiod which has shown

tof the glory of
rom their lives

and deeds has {llumined the four cor-
ners of the earth during all these re-

volving centuries,
growth of every virtue|
man or make life mo
beautiful.

. add

re

fostered the
that can adorn
and

Divine truth,

pure light
and exalted love for ané's fellow-men
have flowed in a radiant flood

Cross set up on Calva

benefit the world throug
It s this that we ary

and rejol durt

time,”

and gracious
it, upon which
‘While

ings for themselves,
for us and for all wha
us.

It is as little return &

L,

‘The brave, the the

Who died on plain §
—l-lr:
friend, for me and

Are tens of thousguds kneeliug,
And utiering words of thanks asd praise
For God's sublime revealing.
And yet how tew of all the throngs
That w g wors,

|dress and come into the

sbe begas. with a bit

w
was set afame, in




